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Apollo's oxen. , . . And I've got to see that the Austrian
negotiators don't kill the East Frisian oxen with tariff
restrictions. I can never see enough of them whenever I
travel from Berlin to Norderney. . . , They're magnificent
fellows those steers feeding between Emden and the North
Sea. . . . And if the Austrians try to kill them for me by
over-drastic conditions, I'll have to do something drastic
about it."
The turmoil of the sea at our feet prompted the Chancellor
to remark that Richard Wagner must have been in a similar
mood when he wrote the music of the " Flying Dutchman,"
and one could imagine the Edda emerging from this storm-
lashed, mist-haunted sea, whereas the sun-drenched Mediter-
ranean had given birth to the Greek mythology. . , .
I said jestingly that the Chancellor would not be greatly
affected by the increase of the duty on barley as, judging from
his attitude during and after dinner he had become almost a
teetotaller, to which he answered that statistics submitted to
him showed that nowadays alcohol killed far more people than
the wars of the past had done. And he supported his state-
ment with figures. . . .
The Chancellor snatches many odd half hours for reading
He   has   brought   Bismarck's   Gedanken   und  Erinnertmgen.
with him to Norderney.    So he seeks the help of that
powerful spirit, . . .
It seems as though the strong, raw breezes that blow here
draw from the Billows memories of delightful moments in
their pleasantly active life spent with people of mark. The
sea wind sporting boisterously in crude Teutonic turbulence
with the waters seems to have a stimulating effect upon them.
The work of the last few years in Berlin has certainly not
failed to leave its mark upon Billow. Perhaps of more
dazzling mental brilliance to-day than ever before, he is no
longer so young in appearance as we knew him in the Palazzo
Caffarelli or on the Semmering; but the years have failed
to diminish the verve of the Countess.
In storm and rain they walk beside the sea like any ordinary
happily married pair, and no umbrella shelters them. " Your
Excellency is very hardened," I observed as I came up armed
with an umbrella. " Hardened not only to ±aia but to
politics," he answered*

